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Maps, So did you me my Soucraigne. 

Gray. And me my Lord. 

King. Then Richard Earle of Cambridge there U yo«m 
There is you« my Lord of Mapam, 

And fir Thomas Gray knight of Northumberland* his lame is 
Read them, and know we know your worchincfle. (youri* 
Vnckle Exeter I will aboord to night. 

W hy how now Gentlemen, why changcyoij colour! 

What fceyouin thofe papers 

That hath fo chafed your blood out ofapparancc# 

Cam, I do confcfle my fault,and do fubmit me 
To your highnefTe mercie. 

Map. T o which we all appeale. 

King, The mercy which was quit in vs but late. 

By your owne reafons is foreftald and done** 

Y ou muff not dare for ihame to aske for mercy, 

For your ownc confcience turne vpon your bofotncs, 

As dogs vpon their maiflers worrying them. 

Sec you my P rince$,and my noble Peeres 6 
Thefc Englilh monfters : 

My Lord of Cambridge here, 

You know how apt we were to grace him. 

In all things belonging to his honour: 

And this vilde man hath for a fe we light crownes. 

Lightly confpired and fworne vnto the pra&ifcs of Fraucti 
To kill vs here in Hampton. T o the which. 

This knight no lefle in bountie bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is,haah likewife fivorne. 

But oh what (hall I fay to theefalfe man, 

Thou cruell ingratefull and inhumane creature. 

Thou that didft bcare the key of all my counfell, 

That knewft the very fccrcts of my heart, 

That almoft mighteft a coyned me into gold, 

Wouldeft thou a praftifde on me for tby vfc: 

Can it be poffiblc that out of thee 

Should proceed one fparkc that might annoy my finger^ 









@f Henry the jfft. 

TU fo ftrange,thae tho the truth doth fhowe as grofe 
As black from white, mine eye wil fcarcely fee it. 

Their faults arc opcn,arreft them to the anfwcr of the law*, 
And God acquit them of their pra&ifes. 

Exe, I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of %ichard y Earle of Cambridge. 
larcft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of //ewy, Lord of Mapam, 

1 areft thee of high treafon, 

By the name of Thomat Qray , knight of Northumberland \ 
Map}. Our purpofes God iuftly hath difeoucred, 

And I repent my fault more then my death, 

Which I befeech your maieftie forgiue, 

Altho my body pay the price of it. 

King. God quit youin his mercy .Hearc your fentence. 
You haue confpired againft our royal! perfon, 
loyned with an enemy proclaimed and fixed. 

And fro his coffers receiued the golden earned of our death 
T ouching our perfon we feeke no redrcfTc. 

But we our kingdomes fafetie muft fo tender 
Whoferuine you haue fought, 

That to our lawes we do deliuer you. (death, 

Get ye therefore hence:poore miferable creatures to your 
The tafle whereof,God in his mercy giuc you (amine: 

Patience to endure, and true repentance of all your deeds 
Beare them hence. 

Exit three Lords . 

Now Lords to France. The enterprife whereof. 

Shall be toyou as vs,fucccffiuely « 

Since God cut offthis dangerous treafon lurking inour mj 
Cheerly to foa, the fignes of war aduance: 

No King of England, if not King of France. 

Exitomnes* 
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